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Welcome to Fuzzball Ranch 


He woke with a start and skittered to his feet, itchy hay lodging itself irritatingly inside his jeans. He took a 


slow look around, noticing the wooden box he was in and blinking slowly. Very slowly. What. The. Fuck. 


The air was filled with the sweet smell of hay and a cloud of dust hung in the stream of sunlight that filtered 
through the one window high above. He cocked his head looking at it, but it wasn't even remotely worth 


considering as an escape route-too high up and too small. 


He pressed himself up against one of the boarded walls, checking to see how sturdy they were, feeling only 
bemused as they didn't give an inch with his weight. "Well this." He scanned the small box again, "this is fucked 
up." It was then that he noticed the metal bucket in the corner, filled to nearly overflowing with water. He 
dipped his finger in and shivered at the cold, leaning over it to look down to the bottom. And screamed. 


His hands shot to his head, tearing at his hair. "No, no, no.." No. The hair was back. The hair was haunting him! 
He stared in horror down at the frightful mess he saw covering his head, fully teased and hair sprayed to the 
max. It was going to eat him alive.. He brought a lock closer to his face, wincing at the brittle, scratchy 


disaster that was once neatly combed. It couldn't be back.. He'd buried it. Right? 


"Oh, ze specimen is awake! How vonderfull" A small, previously overlooked wooden door slid back, revealing iron 
bars covering the opening and a stream of light shot into his cell. He ran to the opening and the cheerful voice, 
pressing his face against the bars but couldn't make out anything. "Quite lively too, yes?" A pad of paper 
slammed against the bars, causing him to flinch backwards and blocking out the light. "Let's zee..one Jeff LaBar. 


Check!" The window slammed closed. "Verdy good. Feed ze specimen and zoon ve can move ahead!" 


Another small window, this one at the bottom of the cell opening and a small tin plate was pushed in. Filled with 


bread crumbs. "There you go, little guy," a new voice told him. They had to be kidding. 


"As zoon as ze specimen is done feeding, move him zraight in vith his new mate! Ve need to zart zraight 


avay!" 
"Yes, sir!" 


Jeff slid to the floor, sinking into the corner. What nightmare was this? He stared at the far wall, nothing 
really registering. Not until he noticed he was absently fingering the bread crumbs. He kicked the plate in 
disgust, knocking it across the hay to flip into the wall. They must have took that to mean that he was done 


because the far wall suddenly slid away, revealing another cell, this one darker than his own. 


He jumped back in surprise, trying to hide more in his corner. Curiosity getting the better of him, though, he 
crawled forward slowly, wondering what other poor soul was being tortured like this. He reached the spot 


where the wall had formerly been and cautiously peeked his head in, taking a long look around. "Hello?" 


A surprised twang answered him and one of the far shadows shifted, slithering farther away. Taken aback, Jeff 
hesitated at the entrance but still, curiosity. Cats be damned; he was always more of a dog person. Jeff 
pushed himself to his feet and strode boldly into the next cell. And then squealed as the former wall became 


no longer former. 
He grabbed his chest, feeling his rapidly beating heart and panted as he pushed himself back against the wall. 
He stared into the shadows of the cell, trying to make out anything at all. He heard the tinkle of glass and then 


saw a rather large bottle rolling over the hay towards him. He stopped it with his foot, and stared downwards. 


It looked..no.. He bent down and seized it. An empty bottle of Jack. He stared at the bottle in his hand before 
lifting his gaze back to the shifting shadow. "Hel-" He swallowed hard. "Hello?" The hay crunched under his feet 
as he stumbled his way towards the back of the cell. He didn't know you could trip on a thin layer of hay, but 
apparently it was possible. "Hello?" he tried again. 

"Dude.." a voice answered him thickly, but still lilting in strange places. "Ya gotta come out of the light." 

Jeff stopped still. That was definitely a man's voice. Kind of high, but a man's voice, still. "Why?" 


The creature in the shadows sighed. "Hangover, man. Hangover. Can you keep your voice down?" 


Jeff crunched over to the voice and out of the light. In the dark side of his cell, his eyes slowly adjusted, 
letting him see black cowboy boots, black jeans, black shirt, black jacket, black everything, really. No wonder the 
guy had blended in so well. Jeff stared at the dark, cork-screw hair as it slowly moved like it had a mind of its 
own revealing rather large lips. Jeffs jaw hit the floor. "Slash 

Slash winced and grabbed his head. "Fuck..." 

Jeff didn't care, he was already at the door of the cell, banging on the wood. "Hey, you crazy fucks, this is like 
so bogus!" He paused. Where the hell had that phrase come from? Then he shrugged and continued to hammer. 


"Let me the fuck out of here!" Slash was groaning in the corner from the noise. 


A small window, just like the one in Jeff's former cell opened, letting in light again as a concerned voice piped 
up. "What? What? What's wrong?" One brown eye peered in through the bars. "Professor!" 


"Don't agitate them! Zen zey vill not breed!" The so-called Professor stomped up, pushing whoever out of the 


way. 
Jeff glared. "Breed?" 

"Vick! More tonic!" A bottle of Jack slid into the bottom of the cell 

'Listen," Jeff said, kicking the bottle away. "I dont know what the fuck you guys are on~" 
“Zzzzzuuu. It iz all right." 


Jeff stomped his foot and pointed at poor, miserable Slash in the corner. "That's Slash, dude! From Guns N' 
Roses! And I'm Jeff LaBar! What the fuck do you think you're doing-" 


"He doesn't seem to like his mate, Professor." 
Nerdy odd." 

"| know. Normally studs don't react this way... 

"That's a man, you sick fucks!" Jeff screamed. Slash curled into a ball, covering his ears. 
"He's agitating the other, Professor!" 


"Get me ze tranquilizer!" 


"fuck that-" And then the world was filled with pretty colors and darkness. Jeff finally knew what the color 
yellow tasted like. 


He woke to the sound of purring. In his half-awake state, Jeff laid there, puzzling out what this could mean 
before everything came rushing back to him. His eyes shot open as he jerked up. Or rather tried to. He was 
rather entangled. And choking on hair. Lots and lots of hair. He sputtered, trying to get the black fur out of his 
mouth and turned slightly to see what the hell was curled around him. The arms encircling him tightened, 
forcing him back down onto his side in the hay and Jeff stared straight ahead at a pair of dark eyes. That 
looked extremely pleased. And Slash purred. Jeff blinked once. Twice. And then he screamed. 


"Heeeeeey.." a voice lazily drawled out as a little foot kicked at his head. 

"| pronounce him to be lying in a normally nocturnal state of subconscious-" 
"He's sleeping, you fucker.” 

"That's what | was going to say-" 

"Well spit it out then!" 

"Heeeeeeeey..” 

"Shut up!" 


Fearing what he'd see, but more fearful about what would happen if he kept his eyes closed, Jeff opened his 
eyes. 


Three red-headed puffballs in tiny sneakers greeted him. And he did mean puffballs. ‘Cause that's what they 
were-little red fuzzballs with sneakers. The one in the middle sniffed. "See, | told you that he was-" 


"Sleeping," the one on the right interrupted, rolling his eyes. 

'Heeeeeeeey.." The third one drawled 

"Shut up!" the other two said in unison 

Jeff screamed and jumped away, skittering to the back of the cell. "What the fuck are you?!" 
"Now that's extremely inconsiderate and rude-" 


"Motherfucker." 


"Heeeeeeeey..” 
"Shut up!" 


Jeff pressed himself back up against the wall, shrieking like a chick who had just seen a mouse. Not his 


proudest moment. And then long arms wrapped around his legs and a horribly familiar purring filled the room. 
Then a new voice entered the situation "Where are my little fuckers?" An extremely deep and pissed-off voice. 
All three fuzzballs perked up. "Coming, Mommy!" And they scampered off through the tiny whole in the door. 
Except for the apparently retarded one that just said "Heeeeey.." He bounced off the wall before finding the 
door and running out with the other two. 

Shaking and unable to help it, Jeff turned to stare down at the arms around his legs and who they were 
connected to. Straight up to cork-screw hair and big lips that quirked into a smile. "Axl and Steven's," they said. 
They might have said more, but Jeff didn't hear it. He was too busy getting re-acquainted with the hay- 


covered floor. 


"You motherfuckers! I'll fucking kill you alll I'll rip you to shreads! I'l, I'll, Ill tell Rachel!" Jeff jerked back awake. 
"Don't touch me! EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!" He covered his ears from the earth-shattering scream. 


Slash was curled around him again but rolled over to bang on the wall. "Shut up, Baz!" 

"EEEEEEEEEEEE!" 

"Fucker..." Slash snorted and rolled back over to nuzzle into Jeff's frightening hair. Jeff swallowed. 

"Ze Yeti does not zeem ready to breed!" 

"But we need this! He needs to breed with the Steven! Think of it! The Canadian Hairless! We'll make millions!" 
"| know, | know..." 


A loud thud and the frightening sound of boards breaking reverberating though the cells followed by a 


collective scream. 
‘Oh my God, he's broken the stall!" 
"After him, you idiot!" 


Slash was steadily purring into Jeff's hair. Jeff shook him. "Slash, dude! | know you're seriously fucked-up right 


now, but wake up!" 
Slash simply ran a hand down Jeff's face. "He does this everyday, baby. Don't worry about it..." 
"BABY? 


And then Jeff saw the fuzzball. With white tennis shoes. It jumped onto Slash's arm and snuggled into his hair. 
"Mommy..." It said contentedly. 


Jeff stared. Oh god no.. Another one with black cowboy boots jumped onto Jeffs chest. "Daddy!" And he 


screamed. 

And screamed. 

And screamed. 

"Problem, Jeff?" A thankfully familiar voice asked. 


"TOM!" Jeff lunged towards the voice, only to fall flat on his face when Slash protested losing his pillow. And 


then Jeff saw Tom. And he screamed again. 

Really, Jeff. You always knew this was what would happen to you, didn't you? You had to be punished, Jeff. | 
tried. | really tried" Was Tom..Was he carrying a WHIP? Jeff stared up and down, finally noticing the blond 
kneeling at Tom's side. "OF course, | couldn't let this happen to my lovely Eric.." Eric in nothing but leather and 
chains. Jeff would have screamed but found he didn't have a voice any more. Then Tom turned to walk away. 


"That hair..." he muttered. "| always knew it was perfect for the Fuzzball Ranch." 


"Tom!" Jeff said, pleading. "Tom! Listen to me man! l'm sorry! Sorry! | love Cinderella! Tom? Tom! | didn't mean 


what | said! Cinderella's much better than Eric's new band! Please? Tom! No, Tom! Come back! TOM!" 
"Vhat is ze problem zis time?" 

"Ozzy?" 

Zog?" 

"Baby?" 

"Daddy?" 

"Heeeeeeeeeey..” 


"You'll never take me alive, motherfuckers!" 


And then the screaming began in earnest. 


Jeff shot awake, panting, sweat running down his chest. He scraped his hair out of his hair. It was soft, 
smooth. He jumped out of the bed-bed!—but tripped on the sheets falling face first into the carpet. "Oh thank 
you GOD! | swear I'll NEVER drink again! Never, never, never-" 


And then he looked under the bed. "Heeeeeeeeeey...” The red fuzzball ran towards him as fast as its tiny 


sneakered feet could carry it. 


"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" 


And somewhere far, far away, Axl Rose woke up screaming. 


